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AN ODE OF WELCOME, 



AN ODE OF WELCOME. 

PEAL, ye bells in tower and steeple ! 
Hail the Chosen of the People, 
Who with flashing 
Eyes are dashing. 
Each to his appointed station ! 
Blissfully triumphant Tory, 
Rad. arrayed in rags of glory, 
Paddy with his piteous story — 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation ! 

Come our country's politicians, 
Come her braying quack-physicians. 
Tried and true men. 
Lots of new men. 
Men of varied reputation ; 

Men to whom our Honour^s vital. 
Men whose fads require recital. 
Men who merely seek a title — 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation ! 
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AN ODE OF WELCOME. 



Comes Sir Howard with his brushes, 
Labby with his Poohs and Tushes, 
Preux Sir Ellis 
Atrox belliSj 
Asquith primed with Education ; 

Come the Whips all cracking smartly, 
Comes Tim Healy smiling tartly, 
Comes the stem unbending Bartley — 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation ! 

Come a couple of O^Connors, 
" Joey " with his well- won honours ; 
Here are Birrell 
Blithe as squirrel, 
Carson with a peroration, 

" Tommy " bent on teaching Goschen 
Everything about the Ocean, 
Lawson full of Adam's potion — 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation ! 

Here's our one and only Tanner 
With his old-world courtly manner ; 

Here are Heaton 

Still unbeaten, 
Justin beaming relaxation. 
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AN ODE OF WELCOME, 



Harcourt working up his muscle, 
Balfour ready for the tussle, 
South Tyrone's untiring Russell — 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation I 

Come the Macs imploring softer 
Pillows for the patient crofter ; 
Three O'Briens 
Glad the Lion's 
Suffering from " Isolation " ; 
Sexton now as ever windy, 
Fisher spoiling for a shindy, 
Mr. Bhownaggree from " Indy " — 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation I 

Here are folk befriending Fenians, 
Folk who rave about Armenians, 
Every maddest 
Type of faddist 
Comes to swell the congregation. 
Still we trust that wisdom deep'U 
Fill the Council of the People, 
So, ye bells in tower and steeple, 
Hail the Chosen of the Nation ! 
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THE FOLLOWER'S APPEAL. 

(In reply to Sir William Harcourt's summons to Parliament.) 

DEAR Chief, of course I shall obey 
Your summons without hesitation, 
But please forgive me if I pray 

For something like an intimation 
Of what I am to do and say 
When I have reached my destination. 

Tve studied Fowler, Asquith too, 
Who in a combat rarely blenches ; 

I read John Morley through and through 
What time he storms Montrose^s trenches ; 

But still I know not what to do 
Upon the Opposition benches. 

As Balaam cursed not Moab^s tribes. 
But gave to blessing the priority, 
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Our leaders have more thanks than gibes 
For those who manage the majority, 

And so I turn me to the scribes 

From those who speak as with authority. 

But when I look into our Press, 
And listen to its special-pleaders, 

I find its " leaders " not much less 
Perplexing than our human leaders ; 

It plants a sort of helplessness 
Within the bosoms of its readers. 

Our ha'porths I may say, perhaps. 
One does not look to for instruction ; 

They chiefly deal in thunder-claps. 
The smart divorce case or abduction, 

The weights for Springtide Handicaps, 
The latest mmder, theft, or ruction. 

But when I read the Daily NewSj 
And note St. Pancras leaves it smiling. 

And find that it conceals its views 

On thoughts of Honest John^s compiling, 

Then I my Chronicle peruse. 
And find the contrast rather riling. 
5 
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here I find St. Pancras' poll 
; looked upon as quite appalling, 
1 Mr. Morley's flow of soul 
egarded as a theme enthralling, 
lough it cannot, as a whole, 
ndorse the precepts from him falling. 

3 point alone is clear as day, 

hat " Joe " has won their admiration, 

)lease forgive me if I pray 

or something like an intimation 

vhat I am to do and say 

/hen I have reached my destination. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



OF THE PRIVATE MEMBER, 



OF THE PRIVATE MEMBER. 

MY Muse is fain to chint a strain 
Of sturdy, stalwart henchmen, 
To take no heed of those who lead, 

But laud the hinder-bench-men. 
To-day no jot she cares for what 

The ofi&cers are planning, 
But sings of those in serried rows 
The yards and rigging manning. 

No Gorst or Long inspires her song. 
No Chaplin and no Goschen ; 

Although their Bills, by curing ills. 
May justify promotion. 

7 
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lite-Ridley^s scheme is not her theme, 
ind Balfour's fails to move her ; 
5 feels no thrill at Brodrick's Bill 
'or military manoeuvre. 

5*11 not bestow on " Pushful Joe " 
lis " little bit of sugar," 
5 wholly shirks the works of Turks, 
)f Cleveland and of Kruger. 
uddy glow she'd rather blow 
''rom disregarded embers, 
i raise to-day a thankful lay 
''or Britain's Private Members. 

! Major Rasch (whose go and dash 

Explain his appellation), 

lo prays that he may shortly see 

ipeeches of less duration ; 

; Channing, who would fain review 

^he law that deals with coroners, 

i Vincent, Knight, who'd put to flight 

joods made by prison'd foreigners. 

ere's Mr. Knowles, whose ardent soul's 
ntent on checking plumbers, 

8 
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Wyvill, who schemes for cleanly streams 

Polluting not our summers. 
Lawson, who'd stop each liquor-shop 

From ever selling men gin, 
And Pease, who aims to get the names 

Of all who drive an engine. 



Then Mr. Flower demands more power 

For boards of arbitration, 
While Mr. Power demands the Flower 

Of Ireland's registration. 
Macdona's tricked the derelict 

And given ships security. 
And Quilter's here to see that beer 

Is freed from all impurity. 



Jacoby's plan, if any can, 

Street noises will be stopping. 
While Lubbock strives to keep our wives 

From any evening-shopping. 
Boscawen straight would regulate 

The use of " auto-motors," 
And Begg's afire to fill each shire 

And town with lady voters. 
9 
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Thou, thrice-blest Isle, may'st sit and smile 

What time thou spring'st and winterest 
Amid thy seas, with men like these 

To guard thine every interest. 
Through days of dog, through Autumn's fog, 

Right on to dark December, 
Thou, thrice-blest Isle, may'st sit and smile — 

Thanks to the Private Member ! 



ID 
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ROUNDELS OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 



US.A., you deem it " smart " 
• To pull oiu- bell and run away, 
But was it wise of you to start, 

U.S., eh ? 
Suppose you brought the Lion to bay, 
Your metaphoric apple-cart 

Would prove a crazy kind of " shay." 
The Clown must study at his art. 

The Harlequin work night and day — 
Have you at all thought out the part 

You essay ? 
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II. 

laid 'neath the wave where none may con, 

Is through its lengths, that thrill with anger 

ire 

ash bidding of a fanfaron, 

A " wire." 
rial youth, that erstwhile did aspire 
1 the ballet-girl battalion 
ecute their dance with grace and fire, 
Du not know, thou princely paragon, 
st forgotten in thy sudden ire, 
nces never should be danced upon 

A wire ? 



12 
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"YOU ARE YOUNG, KAISER WILLIAM." 

"^\ZOU are young, Kaiser William," the old 

X man exclaimed, 

" And your wisdom-teeth barely are through. 
And yet by your deeds the whole world is in- 
flamed — 

Do you think this is proper of you ? " 
** As a baby I doted on playing with fire," 

Replied the irascible prince, 
" And though I was spanked by my excellent sire, 

Pve been doing the same ever since." 

*' You are young," said the Sage, " and your 
juvenile legs 
Are not what one would call fully-grown ; 
Yet you point out to Grandmamma how to suck 
eggs- 
Why adopt this preposterous tone ? " 
*' As a child," said the youth, " I perceived that my 
head 
Wouldn't ever allow me to learn, 
13 
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" YOU ARE YOUNG, KAISER WILLIAM." 

So I made up my mind to start teaching instead, 
And I've taught everybody in turn." 



*' You are young," said the Sage, " as I mentioned 
just now, 

Yet with relatives over the sea 
You have recently kicked up a terrible row — 

Do you think that such things ought to be ?" 
" In my yacht," said the youth, " I will oftentimes 
range. 

And at Cowes I have gybed once or twice. 
So it came to my mind that by way of a change 

To gibe at a Bull would be nice." 



" You are young," said the Seer, " but the Post you 
ignore. 
And have got an extravagant trick 
Of using up telegraph-forms by the score — 

Why are you so painfully quick ? " 
" As a child," replied William, " they taught me to 
write 
An •ntirely illegible scrawl ; 
But a wire which the Post Office people indite 
Can be read without trouble by all." 
14 
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" YOU ARE YOUNG, KAISER WILLIAM:' 

" You are young/* said the Sage, " but you cling to 
the view 
That the whole of the world must be yours ; 
Now show how the Transvaal's connected with 
you, 
And what business you have with the Boers.'' 
" I am tired of your questions and sick of your 
din," 
Answered William ; " obey my behest — 
Be off, or Til treat you as one of my kin, 
And order your instant arrest ! " 



15 
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THE LEADERS DREAM, 



THE LEADER'S DREAM. 

(" In the House of Commons I cannot help thinking that 
the occasional interposition of a musical hour might do some- 
thing to harmonise the combative and irreconcilable spirits." 
— Mr. Asquith at the City Temple.) 

"QIR BALFOUR '' (as " Mossoo'^ observes) 

O Slumbered before his study-grate, 
Where he had thought to calm his nerves 

And muse upon affairs of State, 
But slept because he chose to bask with 
The latest speech of Mr. Asquith. 

He dreamed it was the Music Hour, 
The hour when he would banish care 

And move, pursuant to his power, 

" The Speaker now do leave the Chair," 

And Erskine of his own accord would 

Wheel up the House of Commons Broadwood. 
i6 
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Straightway was soothed each savage breast, 
And party piques passed out of ken, 

And members did their level best 
To act as ordinary men ; 

The soft '* Andanty Cautybeely " 

Lulled e'en the wrath of Mr. Healy. 

E'en Labby, who in scorn severe, 

Had lately risen from his seat 
To rail against the puny Peer 

Who led his party to defeat, 
Solaced his stalwart soul in this stew 
By singing " Willie, we have missed you." 

No loud Hibernian harangue 

Proclaimed that Home Rule was unslain ; 
When gentle Justin sweetly sang 

" When Johnnie's marching home again," 
They felt a faith unspoke but thorough 
In every Uttle Montrose Burgh. 

And Gibson Bowles, whose petrel form 
O'er home-brewed tempests erst would loom, 

Who loved the raging of the storm. 
When told that Tonmiy should "make room" 
17 c 
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For his avuncular relation, 
Chose discipline and moderation. 

When " Turkey's song is sweet, glou-glou," 
Sailed softly upward to the roof, 

Sir Ellis ceased from his to-do 
And dropped his thunderous reproof ; 

The rippling rhythm of the chansong 

Could even put to flight the Schwann's song ! 

The Temperancers, who a while 
Ago had seemed inclined to sulk, 

Now smiled a chastely chiselled smile 
When they observed, in all his bulk, 

Sir William draw his waistband tauter. 

To sing " Pm very fond of water." 

One hour exempt from candid friend. 
From crank, from rebel, and from bore ; 

But now the dream is at an end — 
Sir Balfoiu* sleeps his sleep no more. 

He turns him sadly from the vision 

To con the law upon " misprision." 



i8 
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PATRIOTISM UP TO DATE. 

FAIR foreigner, that fiery frown uncurl ! 
Sweet sir, suppress that supercilious sneer ! 
I see your truculent moustaches twirl, 
And feel a something that's akin to fear. 
I know you must regard with scorn 

A brutal, bragging, braying Briton ; 
I recognise that I was bom 

To be some day severely smitten ; 
Pve heard the story with my ears, 
The Chronicle has also told me. 
That no one England's name reveres. 

And Fm an Englishman — behold me ! 
But though Vm an Englishman, 
19 
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Still Vm blushing to have said it, 

For 'tis much to my discredit 
That I am an Englishman, 
For I might have been a Roosian, 
A French, or Turk, or Proosian, 

Or perhaps Itali-an ! 
But stay those scornful glances, 
For, though I missed such chances, 

Tm a " Little'' Englishman ! 

Although I am thus handicapped by birth, 
My heart's location is not wholly wrong ; 
For I can see that valour, truth, and worth, 
Adorn exclusively the Continong. 
I own, if England has a " case,'* 

'Tis small as each of Trilby's feet is : 
I own that with a smiling face 

She drives her four-in-hand through treaties ; 
I own her tendency to stab 

An enemy in dorsal regions ; 
I own her policy of grab—^ 

And yet she claims from me allegiance ! 
But, though I'm an Englishman, 
Still I'm blushing to have said it. 
For 'tis much to my discredit 
20 
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That I am an Englishman, 

For I might have been a Fenian, 

A Yankee, or Armenian, 

Or Ve-ne-zu-e-lan ! 
But stay those scornful glances, 
For though I missed such chances, 

Pm a " Little'' Englishman ! 

And so, to ease my patriotic soul's 

Intense dislike of Mother England's ways, 
I pass my time in picking little holes 
In every little thing she does or says. 
I point out that she's had the face 
To misapply inverted commas, 
And dares in a despatch to place 

The name of James instead of Thomas. 
I point out that she wages war 
Upon the flimsiest pretences, 
And thus, by giving her ^^ what for," 
I hope to bring her to her senses. 
For, though I'm an Englishman, 
Still I'm blushing to have said it. 
For 'tis much to my discredit 
That I am an Englishman, 
For I might have been a German, 

21 
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er or a Burman, 

an Abyssini-an ! 

tay those scornful glances, 

though I missed such chances, 

I a ** Little " Englishman ! 



22 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



UNION OF HEARTS. 



UNION OF HEARTS. 

WITHIN cold Opposition's shade 
Are very visibly displayed 
Souls wrapt in sweet Communion, 
And hearts not one alone in name, 
But beating with a single aim 
In what they .call a Union. 
Though persons of an earthly mould 
May laugh with laughter uncontrolled 
At mention of this " Union," 
For it seems that the use 

Of most curious arts 
Is supposed to conduce 
To a Union of Hearts. 

Exempli gratia^ we note 

That Irish Members meet and vote 

To follow Dismal Dillon, 
Though Tim, and the allies of Tim, 
A scornful finger point at him 

And brand him as a villain. 
23 
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Although some minor-minded folk 
May think it rather past a joke 
To call the man .a "villain," 
Yet it seems that the use 

Of such delicate arts 
Is supposed to conduce 
To a Union of Hearts. 

Then Redmond, though he'd gladly hang 
Tim Healy and the recreant gang 
Who'd make their Tim dictator, 
With flashing optic lowers upon 
The afore-recited Dismal John, 

Saluting him as " Traitor ! " 
Although the common, garden mind 
Perhaps might feel itself inclined 
To shun such words as " traitor," 
Yet it seems that the use 

Of such elegant arts 
Is supposed to conduce 
To a Union of Hearts. 

Then Labby leads a loyal lot, 
Who vow the Party's " gone to pot " 
Because a Peer was Premier ; 
24 
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And if you speak in Rosebery's praise, 
'Tis ten to one that they will raise 
Their voices to a ** Dem yer ! " 
Though men of ordinary clay 
Might hesitate, perchance, to say 
Such naughty words as " Dem yer ! " 
Still, it seems that the use 

Of unusual arts 
Is supposed to conduce 
To a Union of Hearts. 

And now the " Stalwart's " very cross 
Because the Whips presume to " boss " 

The National Federation ; 
He waxes terribly irate 
To see them Hving in a state 
He calls ** co-habitation." 
Now members of the vulgar herd 
Would shrink from using such a word 
As this " co-habitation " ; 
But it sees that the use 

Of such quaint Httle arts 
Is supposed to conduce 
To a Union of Hearts. 



25 
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THE LION. 

(Being an essay written by a pupil in Dame Europa's 
School.) 

THE Lion is a kind of Ass, 
His silliness is simply crass ; 
He's such a tame, long-suffering beast 
You cannot rile him in the least, 
For, though he's very, very strong, 
He never will resent a wrong ; 
So, though he's very, very big. 
The other beasts don't care a fig, 
But pinch his tail and tweak his ear. 
For he won't mind — ^he's such a dear ! 
They give him most tremendous snubs. 
And kill whole litters of his cubs ; 
He'll sometimes give one little roar, 
26 
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And then start dozing as before. 
Although of beasts he is the king, 
They know he'll stand just anything. 

There's one exception to the rule 
That he is always calm and cool ; 
One thing there is for which he cares — 
'Tis others' private home affairs. - 
A ruction in a neighbour's home 
Will always cause his mouth to foam, 
And when the Turkey gave some kicks 
To sev'ral of her weakest chicks, 
With passion he became quite pale. 
And gnashed his teeth and lashed his tail 
While gaily laughed the Frog and Bear 
To see the monarch lose his hair, 
For each of them a wish has shown 
To pull the Lion from his throne ; 
And they'll succeed unless he learns 
To keep more to his own concerns. 

No other details I can raise 
About the Lion and his ways. 



27 
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A WAIL FROM AN IGNORAMUS. 

OF all the inconvenient men 
That ever came within my ken, 
The one whom I should place the first, 
Whom I should name as quite the worst, 
Is Arthur Balfour, whose command 
Of subjects I can't understand 

Is more than irritating. 
Things which no mortal can make plain 
To my poor ordinary brain 
He seems to find absurdly easy, 
And tackles with an air so breezy 
That once or twice at least per week 
He makes'me feel inclined to shriek — 

He is so aggravating ! 
28 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



A WAIL FROM AN IGNORAMUS, 

Bimetallism is a thing 

With which Pve had some communing ; 

Fve listened grimly while men told 

About the pros and cons of gold ; 

Anon Vwe daintily philandered 

With pamphlets dealing with the standard- 
Yet never comprehended. 

But he will ev'ry now and then 

Stand up before his fellow-men, 

And in an eloquent oration 

Appear to say, " No explanation 

Is needed when one takes in hand 

A theme which children understand — 
Least said is soonest mended." 

The crazy phraseology 
Of golf is Greek as Greek to me, 
And when I hear a neighbour say, 
" Stymie," " Three up," or " Two to play," 
Each wholly enigmatic phrase 
Sends my poor cerebrum a-daze 
And every sense a-failing. 
But he 'mid all the Commons* rout, 
'Mid work at " Philosophic Doubt " — 
Which, too, I fail to comprehend — 
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Has managed at his finger-end 
To get this gloomy glossary 
And prove his weird proficiency 
At Berwick or at Hayling. 

And now he wishes to arrange 

That we should radically change 

Our coins, our measures, and our weights — 

Have I deserved this blow, ye Fates ? < 

What years it took my mind to fill 

With grain and dram, with chain and gill. 

With furlongs, pence, and perches ! 
How I have gnawed my nails, mafoij 
At Troy and at Avoirdupois ! 
How I have wished the plaguey acre 
With all its square feet in Jamaica ! 
While Uquid measure set a snare 
That bound upon my back a care 

Like that of " all the churches " ! 

A million problems now arise 
And flaunt themselves before my eyes ! 
When we our ancient ways have " swopped," 
And this new-fangled scheme adopt. 
What shall we pay for those bizarre things 
30 
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Which now cost something and three farthings ? 

What shall we then be paying 
For shilling-and-three-halfpenny pills, 
Wherewith to cure our inward ills ? 
What shall supplant the " thripny-bit/' 
The Church's weekly perquisite ? 
How many blue beans then, I ask,, 
Will make up five ? Ye gods ! the task 

Will set my wits a-straying ! 

How shall we name a " tanner " ? how 
Describe three acres and a cow ? 
What shall we call the " twenty-five " 
In which our football players strive ? 
What shall replace the " six-and-eight " 
For which attorneys stipulate 

When we have got our decimal ? 
O Mr. Balfour, prithee pause 
And think a little while, because 
Evil must surely him betide 
Who causes wholesale suicide. 
Consider what a nation gains 
When every one blows out his brains, 

Howe'er infinitesimal ! 
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PLAIN LANGUAGE 
FROM "PUSHFUL JOE." 

DO I sleep ? Do I dream ? 
Have I reason to doubt ? 
Are things what they seem ? 

Or is madness about ? 
Is plain Common-sense a dead-letter ? 
Or is Patriotism played out ? 

Which expressions are strange, 

But are meant to apply 
To a marvellous change 

Which I plainly espy ; 
A week or two back I was god-like, 

And now my remarks are " my eye." 
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For the town has gone wild 

On this African game, 
And has even beguiled 

Alfred A. by the same ; 
And has feted the Chartered invaders 

Who slighted her Majesty's name. 

A magistrate's court, 

I would humbly suggest. 
Should not be the resort 

Of a rabble well-dressed. 
Annoying the " beak " and applauding 

The men who are under arrest. 

Nor, I venture to say, 

Should a knighted M.P. 
Hesitation display 

In believing in me. 
When I state that ingenuous Kruger 

Is not quite so black as the D . 

If you like to " stand drinks" 
To men who've shown pluck. 

Well, one naturally thinks 
That such men are in luck ; 
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But don't heckle the man who has duties 
To which he has honestly stuck. 



A burglar, I own, 

When he enters at night 
A house all alone. 

With his bull's-eye alight. 
Seems to me incontestably plucky — 

But no poets his praises recite. 



And when he has ** copped " 
All he can of the " swag," 

And the " bobby " has dropped 
Upon him and his bag, 

You don't serenade the marauder, 
And flourish the National flag. 



So I urge on M.P.'s 

And a truculent Press, 
That their rant by degrees 

May grow beautif 'Uy less. 
Though I think I can manage my business, 

Even though they may not acquiesce. 
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If they're anxious to go 

And indulge in a whim, 
And thrust backward a Joe 

To make way for a Jim, 
They must learn that if one's to be shunted, 

That one is undoubtedly him. 

So I say, Do I dream ? 

Is it England I doubt ? 
Are things what they seem ? 

Or is madness about ? 
Is plain Common-sense a dead letter ? 

Or is Patriotism played out ? 
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W 



HEN Watts discoursed on Wrong and 
Right, 

And bade our little babies 
Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 

He never dreamed of rabies. 
But London's Council fully knows 

Dogs' nature is most perilous. 
And decks with wire each canine nose, 

Though maiden aimts grow querulous. 

Besides, as friendly Fortune wills. 

We owe to good Jacoby a * 
Bill to lessen greater ills 

Than even hydrophobia. 
For he would check the rows and yells 

That make existence odious, 
From paper-boys and muffin-bells. 

And Teutons unmelodious. 

E'en Hansard's dreary pages show 
Bold Balfour blandly battling 
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To dam the wishy-washy flow 

Qf everlasting prattling. 
Though Bowles revolves a deadly eye, 

And uses terms emphatic, 
We welcome closure of Supply 

By process automatic. 

But let us draw the line forthwith. 

Nor plan a prospect darker ; 
Let's jump on him whose name is Smith 

Intensified by Parker. 
For, having joined the band whose views 

Are close allied to snarling, 
He'd place a muzzle on the Muse 

Of Alfred, England's Darling I 

Posterity will call out " Fie ! " 

If he, whose feet are cased in 
The shoes of the immortal Pye, 

Such torment should be placed in. 
Muzzle the lap-dog, muzzle Bowles, 

Muzzle the milk-dispenser — 
But don't forget that Austin's soul's 

Above an earthly censor ! 
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(Lord Rosebery attended the annual meeting of theN. L. F. 
at Huddersfield.) 



{Air—** Have you been to Brandenhurgh f ") 



HAVE you been to Huddersfield — ^heigh, sir, 
ho, sir ? 
Have you been to Huddersfield, ho ? — 
— ^Yes, I sadly went forth 
To the town in the North, 
And viewed its variety show — show, 
And viewed its variety show. 



Whom saw you at Huddersfield — heigh, sir, ho, 
sir ? 
Whom saw you at Huddersfield, ho ? — 
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— Mr. Alderman Hart, 

And Kitson, the bart., 
And Woodhouse, and Hudson, and Co 
And Woodhouse, and Hudson, and Co. 



Saw you only Commoners — heigh, sir, ho, s; 
Saw you only Commoners, ho ? — 

— Well, his Lordship of Crewe, 

Having nothing to do. 
Dropped in and indulged in a crow — a 
Dropped in and indulged in a crow. 



Did you see Labouchere — heigh, sir, ho, sir 
Did you see Labouchere, ho ? — 

— From the Gate of Queen Anne 

That most excellent man 
Conceived it imprudent to go — ^go. 
Conceived it imprudent to go. 



Did you hear the President — heigh, sir, ho. 
Did you hear the President, ho ? — 
— I heard him relate us 
The charms of the status, 
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And also the charms of the quo — quOj 
And also the charms of the qiw. 



And what said Lord Rosebery — heigh, sir, ho, sir? 
What said Lord Rosebery, ho ? — 

— He ventured to damn 

The Newcastle " Program," 
And trod on Spence Watson's big toe — toe, 
And trod 6n Spence Watson's big toe. 



And what is a Conference — ^heigh, sir, ho, sir ? 
What is a Conference, ho ? — 
— 'Tis a place where you vie 
In crying out " Aye,'' 
And never by any chance " No " — no, 
Never by any chance " No." 



And what was the end of it — ^heigh, sir, ho, sir ? 
What was the end of it, ho ? — 
— Lord R., amid cheers, 
Said he didn't make Peers 
At so much a head, dontcherknow — know, 
At so much a head, dontcherknow. 
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And what about Huddersfield — ^heigh, sir, ho, sir ? 
What about Huddersfield, ho ? — 

— It proved that a Party 

Can smile and look hearty 
When its health is distinctly so-so — ^so, 
Its health is distinctly so-so ! 
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A RECESSIONAL ODE. 

GRIEVE not, O flowing Bowles, 
Because a time must come 
When thou and kindred souls 
Perforce are dumb ; 
When criticism droops a while its crest, 
And Members from the Isle disthressed. 
Who fain would sit in Dublin, 
Cease from throublin', 
And even conscientious 
And sententious 
Courtney is at rest. 
'Tis but eight little nights, 
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Eight microscopic days, 
And thou again thy voice may'st raise 
To put aU things "to rights," 
To summon round thee all those lusty wights 

Who share thy glories — 
Stalwarts, Old Gangers, Anti-Parnellites, 
And blighted Tories, 
Reposing on the ample shelf 
Where thou dost find thyself. 
With these thou mayest scrimmage 
Around that graven image, 
The Front Bench of the brazen front. 
And rightly hunt 

The sires and dams 

And callow broods 
Of Shifts and Shams 
And Turpitudes. 
Did ever Government such chance afford 
To any grim guerilla horde ? 
Mark Fuzzy- Wuzzy, all forlorn. 

Facing again the British square ; 
Canadian kine, with crumpled horn, 
Slain, after stumping up their fare. 
While we admit the pauper alien. 
Nor even brand him as we shall 
Australia's half-ounce-gloved marsupial, 
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The Belgian egg and ham Westphalian ! 
Rest, then, thou brimming Bowles, eight nights 
and days, 
Then, as a giant refreshed, once more 

Thy strain upraise I 
Wallow in Governmental gore ; 
Tax Shady Balfa 
With Wady Halfour ; 
Call to thy side each mighty mouther, 
Redmond, and Ashmead-B., and Lowther, 
That he who rules the British Navy 

And impious Gorst, 
And that most culinary person. 
Personally-conducted Curzon, 

May yet be forced 
Each in his turn to cry " Peccavi I " 
See that perfidious Hanbury be unhorsed. 
Who once with thee would rudely rout 

The joblet out. 
Yet now is sitting in the seat 
Where sit the scornful and effete. 
Such be thy purpose, such thy mission be, 
itil an ungagged House submissive bend 
re thy frown, and thou with glee 
asten alike thy foe and friend 
r hours " on end." 
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Meanwhile, we revel in this Httle rest, 

So do not think us rude 
If we should venture humbly to suggest 

That had this interlude 
Been doubled, then had it been trebly blest. 
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O' 



^H, it's anguish to me 

When I look round and see 
The bay-tree condition of knavery ; 

Though we may rule the waves 
We are most of us slaves, 
And the House is the cause of the slavery. 
How sweet to rely 
On the principles high 
Of the Mother of Parliaments ! 

But how can one feel trust 
Or aught else than disgust 
When she harbours such nimibers of ** gents " ? 
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But, Britons, cheer up ! Away with your fears, 

Consider the time to come, 
When the bountiful Battersiecle appears 

And the Great Mile-endium ! 

Mark the merchants and lords 

Who have seats on the boards 
Of trade and financial ventures. 

How each only cares 

For the price of his shares. 
For his fees and his precious debentures ! 

Don't talk of a stake 

In the country, and take 
Such an imbecile view of our lot ; 

Not a man-jack of these 

But considers his fees — 
And " stake in the country " is rot ! 

But, Britons, cheer up I Away with your fears. 

Consider the time to come. 
When the bountiful Battersiecle appears 

And the Great Mile-endium ! 

But an hour is at hand 
When we'll tackle the band 
And send them full-speed to the right-about ; 
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They know that the day 

Is not far, far away — 
'Tis a thing that their faces go white about. 

They had better take heed, 

Battersea has decreed 
An end to all titles and cash, 

Till the House shall be full 

Of true sons of John Bull 
Far above such deplorable trash. 

So, Britons, cheer up ! Away with your fears. 

Consider the time to come. 
When the boimtiful Battersiede appears 

And the Great Mile-endium I 

Yes, the men to elect 

Are the men who expect 
To be paid for their work by the nation, 

Not millionaires 

Who will pay their own fares 
When they travel from station to station ; 

Not the man who has rank 

And a bit in the bank 
And pays up for the National bill, 

But the worthier man 

Who will see what he can 

Extract from the National till ! 
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So, Britons, cheer up! Away with your fears. 

Consider the time to come. 
When the bountiful Battersiecle appears 

And the Great Mile-endium 1 
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CABBY, it is simply awful 
To consider what a swarm 
Of rogues exist who play unlawful 
Tricks upon your apron'd form ! 

Be you hansom, be you growler, 
Comes the bilker as a fare. 

Setting, as the insidious fowler. 
His exasperating snare ; 

Hails your cab and journeys in it 
Till he bids you draw your rein. 

Says heUl " only be a minute," 
And is never seen again. 
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There are buildings which have portals 

At the back as at the front ; 
Thither these ingenious mortals 

Eunt sed non redeunL 

It is said that e'en the Abbey 

Has been utilised of late 
For the " spoofing" of the cabby — 

Which is sad to contemplate. 

Well may you, poor man, cry, " Eheu ! " 

Even use a big, big D ; 
But despair not, gentle Jehu, 

Brighter days shall dawn for thee. 

Yes, our loving Legislature 
Hears the case you represent. 

And proposes to abate your 
Wrongs by Act of Parliament. 

Bilks shall find the law enforces 
Twenty shillings or a week ; 

Fares must choose between two courses- 
Meet the bill or meet the " beak." 
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But permit me just to mention 
One small fact you ought to know — 

For this telpful intervention 
We expect a quid pro quo. 

Kindly cultivate some measure 

Of exactness with your whip : 
Fares exhibit marked displeasure 

When it flicks their eye or lip. 

When your load consists of ladies, 
And policemen curb your haste, 

Constant reference to Hades 
Isn't quite in faultless taste. 

Hansom, when a glossy " topper " 

Indicates expense and pains, 
Realise how far from proper 

'Tis to smirch it with your reins. 

Try to study a progression 

Fraught with somewhat fewer " shaves " ; 
Driving's apt to cause depression 

When it points to speedy graves. 
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Cleanse your morals and your manners 
Of their present insolence ; 

If your fare is just two " tanners," 
Don't blaspheme at eighteenpence. 

Mend your ways then, gibing Jehu, 

Be considerate to us ; 
For, remember, it is we who 

Rid you of your incubus. 
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SUCCESS seems sometimes somewhat long 
Before ii comes a-crowning, 
As some one somewhere cried in song, 
" Alas ! How eas'ly things go wrong ! '* — 
I think 'twas Mrs. Browning. 
Tempers, when things donH wholly suit, 

Grow hot as neat Tabasco, 
And one wee rift within the lute. 
Or one wee nail within the boot. 
Or one wee worm within the fruit 

Can cause complete fiasco. 

Fm prompted to these sage remarks 
By noting how a Minister 
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When on an emprise he embarks 
Is first considered ** up to larks," 

And next is voted " sinister." 
He may be wholly void of guile, 

He e'en may feel a " mission," 
But in a very little while, 
Howe'er innocuous his style. 
He'll be proclaimed entirely vile 

By some smart poUtician. 

Not only from the other side 

Proceed these accusations. 
But men whom you're supposed to guide 
Step forward with a giant stride 

And deal out castigations. 
'Tis hard, when face to face with foes. 

To find some mean attendant. 
Elected just to vote and doze. 
Sublimely elevate his nose, 
And with an air of virtue pose 

As " free and independent." 

We told the man who steered the plough 

That we would soothe his sorrows ; 
That if he voted Tory now 
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We would secure for him, somehow 

Or other, bright to-morrows. 
But when our promise we begin 

To keep, and things seem blooming, 
" It is a most appalling sin 
To rob the urban Paul of * tin ' 
To pay the rustic Peterkin !" 

Cries Whiteley, blackly looming. 

We mentioned in an earnest way 

In many a peroration 
That if we chanced to win the day. 
And came victorious from the fray, 

We'd deal with Education. 
But when we start, supporters shout, 

" DonH try these little tricks on ! 
We see quite well what youVe about ; 
'Tis clear beyond a trace of doubt 
You want to squeeze the School Boards out ! " 

Such is their ipse Dixon. 

Thus many a task we have to shirk. 
And many a scheme is martjrred ; 
For, just as we have set to work. 
We're pulled up shortly with a jerk 
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\ By Ashmead-Bartlett and his Turk, 

! Or Tommy with his Chartered. 

\ But well go on as weVe begun, 

f For, like my Lord Tomnoddy, 

Who felt, when foiled of all his fun. 
Naught could be said — naught could be done- 
We take what threads the Fates have spun : 
You canH please everybody. 
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N' 



■ O respectable Ephesian 
Ever swerved from his adhesion 
To Diana, for the stirring story went 
That in some distant dim age 
Jove had dropped her graven image 
Very kindly from the starry firmament. 

So they bowed the knee before her, 

And continued to adore her, 
And resigned themselves serenely to her thrall, 

Until one fateful morning, 

Without any sign of warning. 
She discovered she was face to face with Paul. 
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" No mens the least bit sana 

Ought to worship this Diana, 
Who is simply human handiwork," he said ; 

And many who'd adhered to 

The great Goddess now appeared to 
Be disposed to follow where the Preacher led. 

But a lot of worthy traders 

Who had always been the aiders 
And abettors of the Goddess and her works 

Saw the storm that Paul was brewin' 

Meant their instantaneous ruin 
And a total disappearance of their *' perks." 

So they shouted out her glories 

And narrated many stories 
Of the wonders she had wrought for them of yore, 

But their loud fanaticism 

Couldn't stay the cataclysm, 
And Diana fell, to rise again no more. 

Like the dead and gone Bphesians 
Are the up-to-date Rhodesians, 
Who bowed themselves not wisely but too well, 
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With wondrous spontaneity, 
Before a little deity 
Who in a ** Car " from higher regions fell. 

Prostrate they fell before him, 

And desired but to adore him. 
And wished for nothing better than his thrall, 

Till one December morning. 

Without any sign of warning. 
They found that he was tackled by Oom Paul. 

And the speculating traders 
Who had organised the raiders 

Became a little fearful for their " pile," 
So, both Liberals and Tories, 
They proclaimed aloud his glories. 

And his innocence of greediness or guile. 

But all their loud detailing 

Proved entirely imavaiUng, 
For Paul was somewhat difficult to beat ; 

He could hang or give a " lifer," 

And his batch of wires in cipher 
Was a rather awkward customer to meet. 
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But the moral of our tale is, 

You should take cum grano salis 
All reports of little deities on wheels, 

For when everything seems " booming,^' 

There may be danger looming. 
And a Paul may come and take them by the heels. 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY CRICKET 
MATCH. 

(In spite of protests the Education Bill was passed by a 
majority of 267.) 

AT Cricket, perhaps, you have seen 
That " Eleven against Twenty-two " 
Has in numerous instances been 

Quite a capital contest to view ; 
And you'll find, should you be diagnosing 

This seemingly strange paradox. 
That eleven good men were opposing 
Twenty-two imdeniable ** crocks." 
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But who for admission would pay 

If the case were exactly reversed, 
And twenty-two champions should play 

An eleven composed of the worst ? 
All records perchance would be " done for " — 

A thing that delights nowadays — 
But I doubt whether that would atone for 

This dullest of deadly displays. 



Like this last hypothetical case 

Was the ParUament match t'other day, 
Where a beggarly few had to face 

A quite overpowering array. 
There's nothing the dulness can leaven 

When one side can bring to " the post " 
Two hundred and sixty and seven 

More men than the other can boast. 



'Twas Asquith who bowled the first ball, 

A trundler of medium pace. 
But he wasn't successful at all, 

And they hit him all over the place. 
Other bowlers came following after 

Who clearly were doing their best, 
63 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



THE PARLIAMENTARY CRICKET MATCH, 

But their efforts brought little but laughter, 
While the fielders were praying for rest. 

Trevelyan and Buxton and Bryce 

Bowled overs and overs in vain ; 
Dilke and Aclapd tried ev'ry device, 

But the score kept increasing amain. 
Mundella's full-pitches availed not. 

Nor Birrell's ingenious lobs. 
And they found that these batsmen who quailed 
not 

Provided the toughest of jobs. 

Oh I well for Clarke, Balfour, and Gorst 

That a boundary-hit gave them four. 
And that players are not always forced 

To run ev'ry run that they score ! 
Oh ! well for the Government forces 

That wides and no-balls were not rare. 
That a catch as a matter of course is 

Not always secured in the air I 

And so wagged this wearisome match 
Of half -volley and no-ball and wide, 
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Of the dropped though available catch, 
Of the stump unsuccessfully tried. 

And the onlookers moaned, as they wended 
Their way from the one-sided game, 

" For the players it's possibly splendid. 
But for us it's deplorably tame ! " 



65 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



WAR-CHANT OF THE NEO-RADICALS. 



WAR-CHANT OF THE NEO-RADICALS. 

(An Ultra-Radical Committee has been formed with the 
Abolition of the House of Lords as the main plank in its 
" platform," and this despite the precedent that failed.) 

TREMBLE, Earl and Duke, 
At the latest boom ; 
Nothing but a fluke 

Can avert your doom ! 
Stalwarts all are we, 

Full of go and grit, 
For your high degree 

Caring not a bit. 
Sets thy twinkling star, 

Gilded incubus ! 
Recollect we are 

Scarcely scrupulous. 
We're athirst for blood, ha ! ha ! 

Blood of azure hue ! 
Armed with ink and mud, ha ! ha ! 

We will have it, too ! 
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Though our little lot, ha ! ha ! 

Numbers but a few, 
We will make it hot, ha ! ha ! 

Very hot for you ! 

Twenty braves unfurl 

Their egregious flag, 
Bidding Roseb'ry's Earl 

Grovel to the rag ; 
Bidding Malwood's Squire 

Bend the lowly knee, 
For we now require 

Bolder chiefs than he. 
Owning no one's sway. 

Fearing ne'er a foe. 
Towards our ermined prey 

We triumphant go. 
Claret we will tap, ha I ha ! 

With no more ado. 
Caring not a rap, ha ! ha ! 

For the old Taboo ; 
Though in trembling tones, ha ! ha ! 

They for pity sue, 
Though on marrow bones, ha I ha ! 

Flop their retinue. 
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Claiming to be free, 

Free to act and speak, 
We should like to be 

Paid so much a week. 
Recking not of sense, 

Caring but for sound. 
We would now dispense 

Home Rule all around. 
But each silly scheme 

That we hold so dear 
Meets thy scorn supreme, 

Belted, bloated Peer ! 
So we thirst for gore, ha ! ha ! 

Gore of bluest blue ; 
We will wipe the floor, ha ! ha ! 

With your titled crew. 
Though you now dragoon, ha ! ha ! 

All who meet your view, 
You shall very soon, ha ! ha ! 

Find out who is who ! 
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WHAT pen could you bribe 
That might fitly describe 
The terrible Chief and his terrible tribe ? 

Nor Watson's nor Richard Le Gallienne's 
Could property write 
Of the panoply bright 
And the wonderful war-whoop, tremendous and 
trite, 
Of those highly nomadic battalions ! 
So forgive me if I 
Have the courage to try 
To dilate on a theme so stupendously high 
As Rosebery's Tatterdemalions. 
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gh the country they went 
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They resolved after great 
And exciting debate 
'Twas a clear case of Jericho bang up to date, 
Which tickled their fancy exceedingly ; 
And the Chief set his heart 
On the Joshua part, 
And, wishing to make an immediate start, 

He urged them now sternly, now pleadingly, 
And went on to regale 
Their long ears with the tale 
Of the walls and the trumpets and carnage whole- 
sale. 
Which they listened to grimly and heedingly. 



Then the Chieftain took thought 
And unstintingly bought 
A nice penny trumpet most cunningly wrought — 
He drew on the national purse for it — 
And day after day 
In most gorgeous array 
They marched round the fortress, the trumpet in 
play. 
Though they hadn't much time to rehearse 
for it ; 
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But what caused surprise 
To arise in their eyes 
Was the fact that, despite all their fanfares and 
cries, 
The place was no penny the worse for it ! 
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TO GO OR NOT TO GO. 

NO ruddy wine shall fill our cups 
No vine-leaves weave our cro 
For Epsom, which has had its ups, 

Now only has its Downs. 
We bow not in the House of Rimmo 
But turn our nose up at Persimmon. 

The question rose, " Are we to spend 

One day in idleness ? 
Shall members to the Derby wend ? ' 

And Elcho answered^ " Yes ! " 
In '91, through Elcho's banter, 
The Conmions saw a Common cantei 
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In '92 we grimly watched 

Maclure make Iming signs, 
But Elcho wobbled, and we scotched 

Such impudent designs ; 
And since that day we've bome our burdens. 
And never ventured near the Durdans. 

No, we have higher things in hand, 

And wider aims in store ; 
We make a Stand exceeding Grand — 

But on the House's floor ; 
We have our classic race, and this is 
A Bill that deals with Benefices. 

St. Simon's son and Simony 

Both make their suave appeal, 
But who of us can fail to see 

To which we ought to kneel ? 
We cry, in accents almost joyful, 

'* St. Frusquin, get thee to the Teufel ! " 

We scorn the man who rashly " punts," 

The tipster who cajoles. 
The monstrous mission of the Muntz, 

The bias of the Bowles ; 
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TO GO OR NOT TO GO. 
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If " Sport's the thing," let's inter alia, 
Go and see England play Australia. 



The People throngs around its Prince, 
And lauds him to the skies. 

But we no interest evince 
In such an enterprise ; 

As Lawson says, in tones euphonious, 

" Oh, let us not be persimmonious ! " 



We represent the People ? Yes, 

In theory you're right, 
But now and then, we must confess, . 

We put it out of sight ; 
It represents itself at races 
And other entertaining places. 



Should we stem Duty's path forsake 

To see your equine show. 
Our Beneficial Bill must take 

The way good niggers go. 
And yet, though 'twere a shameful step, some 
Aver that we should go to Epsom ! 
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" They did their duty," men shall say, 

When horses all are slain, 
When Derby dogs have had their day. 

When automotors reign, 
And some one sketches, a ia Gibbon, 
The Rise and Fall of your Blue Ribbon. 
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THE DEMOCRAT AT THE TEA-TABLE. 

(The introduction of waitresses on the Terrace of the House 
of Commons' shocks the Spectator, which remarks that it 
is " sure to lead to flirtations and scandals.") 



O' 



^UR Imperial legislators 
By dispensing with the waiters 
And installing natty waitresses instead, 
Are furnishing a handle 
For illimitable scandal, 
For all sorts of things are certain to be said. 

Shall the time that is the Nation's 

Be squandered in flirtations 
With girls who boast but one redeeming tray ? 

Shall we see the vision choquant 

Of the M.P. Jive-O'Cloquant 
Just to wile a sultry afternoon away ? 
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Shall the member for the County 
Pass his days in pouring down tea. 

And making what are obviously " eyes " 
At a girl distinctly pretty, 
When the House is in Committee, 

And his duty bids him go and criticise ? 

Shall the member for the Borough, 

Who's supposed to have a thorough 
Acquaintance with the Education Bill, 

Be sipping tea and tipping 

A girl he says is " ripping " 
In her apron with a dainty muslin frill. 

Once the Member grimly made his 
Rule to tether up the ladies 

Behind a most uncompromising grille ; 
But now he'll take that traitress, 
The Parliament'ry waitress. 

To " spend a happy day " at Rosherville. 

Woman, take your Alfred Daveys, 
Was once a rara avis ; 
But now in Terrace she is far from rare. 
And a-billing and a-cooing 
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Can but tend to the undoing 
Of those who nibble cake and biscuits there. 

Recollect that men are mortal, 

Though theyVe passed the House^s portal, 
And temptation's not an easy thing to shun ; 

" Misalliance of a Minister ! " 

Will sound a trifle sinister 
On Arab lips proclaiming Star or Sun. 

Oh, the breach of promise cases 
That will crop up in high places. 

Brought by geishas whoVe been cruelly misled ! 
Oh, the peals of ribald laughter 
That will ring around each rafter 

When the politician's billets doux are read ! 

Do you think the Lon-Don Juan 

Will consistently eschew an 
Opportunity like this for playing pranks ? 

As he takes his bread and butter 

Little hearts will start to flutter 
At the amorous intenseness of his thanks. 

Then expose not to temptation 
The Elected of the Nation, 
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Let waiting-maids for waiting-men make room, 

Lest ihefin-de-siecle Geisha 

Prove an up-to-date Aspasia 
And lure the luckless statesman to his doom. 

And when ladies in a hu£F rage 

And call for Woman's Suffrage, 
And claim the right within the House to sit, 

Just hint that the Spectator 

Thinks the British legislator 
Is a man a woman cannot trust a bit 

Once when dairymaid or tea-girl 

Fell a victim to intrigue. Earl 
Or Lord was made the villain of the piece. 

But in this rather queer age 

'Tis the Commons, not the Peerage, 
Who play the fox when women play the geese. 
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A BALFOURATION. 

OH, think it not peculiar 
That my expression should be tearful, 
A Leader's life is very far 

From cheerful, 

And tears within my eyelids stand 

When I indulge in rumination 
On days when I could gibe at Sand- 
Aration. 

Alas ! That game is wholly " up," 

For Grecian now encounters Grecian, 
And I myself am charged with cup- 
Impletion. 
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ourse I cannot hope to stop 
y foeman's eager ebullition, 
looks for trouble from the Op- 
position, 

ch, with its mighty mouth a-foam, 
ipelled by sternest sense of duty, 
t shriek for place and England, home 
And beauty. 

tn I inform the foe that I 

n but " a child " and not a fogey, 

duty bids him raise a cry 

Of " Bogey ! " 

this I care not, but to see 

le^s quondam friends becoming spiteful 

)t precisely apt to be 

Delightful ; 

le perpetually forced 
weather which is simply torrid 
ear them carp at me and Gorst 
Is horrid. 
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They ought to rally to my call 

IAs sheep obey their worthy wether ; 
nstead, they disregard me al- 
together, 

And take their seats and move therefrom, 

In speeches more or less unending, 
Amendments I am far from com- 
prehending. 

Some Tories in the Closure spy 

Some chances of our prospects brightening, 
Others in thunder accents cry 

For lightening ; 

Some call upon us to withdraw 

Our Bill, or kill it with compression, 
While others advocate an Au- 
tumn Session. 

And me, poor child, these rebels bold 

With dark and dismal frownings treat, 
Their attitude was deadly cold 

In Downing Street. 
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Of course, no being could infer 

That I would idly drive such men away 
As Forwood, Major Rasch, and Sir 
John Kennaway. 

But when each charges left and right 

Like any furiously tossy bull, 
To satisfy the lot is quite 

Impossible. 

So deem it not pecuUar 

That my expression should be tearful, 
A Leader^s lot is very far 

From cheerful. 
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HARCOURTLINESS. 

[" Mr. Balfour sauntered in." — Vide Sir William Har 
letter to " a correspondent."] 

YOU, bogus Correspondent, call 
For reasons why I thought it fittin 
To countenance a rowdy all- 
night sitting, 

And why I deemed it comme ilfaut 

To volley my Histori-cusses, 
And why my lowering mien so o- 
minous is. 

A year ago, with heart a-throb, 

\ mourned the folly of the nation. 
And tried to ease my soul with ob- 
jurgation. 
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But time could carking care assuage, 

My spirits soon quite high pro tern, rose ; 
I right forgot the sins of Drage 

And Bemrose. 



Once more the midnight-oil-fed joke 

I dropped, as gay as young mosquito. 
Rejoicing at the death of Loc- 
al Veto. 

My temper grew exceeding cool — 

So cool, indeed, that men like Labby 
Began to designate my rule 

As flabby. 

Without the slightest sort of qualm 

I viewed the advent of the closure — 
Fve used the gag myself ^with calm 
Composure. 

I did not feel my gorge rise high 
At all this diabolic art meant — 
My little Bills have travelled by 

Compartment. 
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I simply sighed and thought it odd 

That Fortune^s ways should be so fickle, 
But made a note to keep a rod 

In pickle. 

My arched brow no frown produced, 
I beamed upon the bitterest taunter 
Until I saw how Balfour used 

To saunter. 

His air of philosophic rest. 

His irritating slow progression. 
Seemed to so thoroughly suggest 
Possession 

That through my veins a torrent flew 

Of mediaeval blood a-bubble ; 
I felt a feeling that, I knew. 

Meant trouble. 

/ 

I thought how Gladstone used to trip 

As fleet as any arrow barby, 
I thought how quick I had to skip 

From Derby. 
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t once by wisdom uncontrolled, 
I threw aside all pride and pity, 
nd with a war-whoop joined the bold 
Banditti 

Wio scorn to court an Earl but run 
To make an EarPs Court Exhibition, 
Vhere wheels all night remain in one 
Position. 

lad Balfour come astride his " bike," 

Had sprinting been his nightly habit, 
lad he popped in and out just like 
A rabbit, 

might have brought me to condone 
The errors of this dreamy vaunter, 
5ut I can't stand a man so prone 

To saunter. 

""aults must be sat upon ; of late 

His carriage has been unbefitting, 
Lnd so, as ever, on a gait 

Fm sitting. 
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THE GREAT MAJORITY. 

IT was an autumn evening, 
Old Hansard's work was done 
And he himself upon a shelf 

Was basking in the sun, 
And by him sported, fancy free. 
His little grandchild, Historie. 

She saw her brother Biograph 
Hold something black and white. 

That he, while grubbing in the dust. 
Had somehow brought to light ; 

" What is this funny thing," he said, 

"That is so black, and white, and dei 
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Old Hansard took it from the boy, 

Who stood expectant by ; 
And then the sage revolved a page 

And with a calf -bound sigh, 
" Tis some poor Bill's remains," said he, 
" Slain by that great Majority. 

" I find them every now and then, 

There's plenty here about. 
And often when folks come to dust 

The duster routs them out. 
For many dozen such," said he, 
" Were slain by that Majority." 

** Now tell us what 'twas all about," 

Smart Biograph he cries. 
And anxious Historic looks up 

With wonder- waiting eyes ; 
" Now tell us all about the past, 
And why they fell so thick and fast." 

" It was the Unionists," he cried, 
" That put themselves to rout ; 
But why they cut each other's throats 
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I never could make out. 
But everybody said," quoth he, 
" It was a fine Majority. 

" The Bishop used to live here then, 

But had to say good-bye ; 
They put his measure to the flames 

Despite his piteous cry, 
And left his Benefices Bill 
To lie all stiff, and stark, and still. 

" From day to day the sandy waste 
Was ploughed up far and wide, 

The ample cup was filled right up 
With an overflowing tide ; 

But things like that, you know, can be 

With such a fine Majority. 

** They say it was a shocking sight 

After the fight was o'er, 
For dead and wounded measures lay 

Encumbering tlie floor. 
But things like that, you know, can be 
With such a fine Majority. 
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** No praise our good Prince Arthur won, 
No praise Sir John won he " — 

" Why, 'twas a very natural thing," 
Said earnest Historie — 

" Nay — nay — ^my little girl," quoth he, 

" It was a fine Majority. 

r 
" But few appeared to worry much, 

And some \yould even laugh " — 
" But what good did they ever do ? " 

Quoth saucy Biograph — 
" Why, that I cannot tell," said he, 
" But 'twas a fine Majority." 
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THE LAMENT OF THE MOTHER OF 
PARLIAMENTS. 

(Air, " In my 'Ansom."^ 

IF you look where " laughter," girt about with 
brackets, 
Appears in Parliamentary Reports, 
You will see my House is rather prone to crack 
its 
Little jokes of many shapes and many sorts, 
And perhaps you may be prompted to attack its 
Sense of humour and capacity for wit. 
For the tamest little quip 
That a Senator lets slip 
Is sure to cause some hundred sides to split. 
In my Hansard^ in my Hansard^ 
There I notice, with my bosom full of rage. 
That our stock of Attic salt 
Is distinctly in default, 
And is absent from my Hansard^s page. 
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h Caledonian deeficulty joke we, 

Dur humour's growing despicably less, 

ene^er our little funniments we poke, we 

ound to reap a measure of success. 

e cackle at a tuppeny Tu quoqucj 

juack at all approaches to a " score " — 

cept when made in Latin, 

lich the House is hardly pat in — 

we greet a slangy sentence with a roar ! 

my Hansard^ in my Hansard^ 

)lemnly and soberly engage 

it nowhere there are writ 

:h apologies for wit 

taring from my Hansard^s page. 

V we laugh when Labby lightly uses 
he thinks are hardly good enough for 
mth ! 

iwson's " latest little thing " amuses, 
gh 'twas obsolete when I was in my 
outh ! 

lerriment when Tommy Bowles abuses 
nowledge of the Bible and its lore ! 
lat laughter loud and full 
ten a tiny Irish Bull 
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Comes ambling up the House of Commons 
floor. 
In my Hansard, in my Hansard^ 
You can gauge the poor condition of the age. 
If you want to know what chaff 
Can evoke the vulgar laugh, 
You can find it on my Hansard^ s page. 

When Curzon said, not being at the battle, 

He the number of the fighters couldn't tell. 
When Chaplin said the learned member's 
prattle. 
Suggested he'd been dining rather well, 
With pain I heard the roof and rafters rattle 
With laughter quite Homeric in its range. 
And I thought that, as a foil, 
BirrelFs store of midnight oil 
Might prove to be a pleasurable change. 
In my Hansard^ in my Hansard^ 
You will find that things have reached a parlous 
stage. 
When you see, as I have done. 
What's considered to be fun 
Disfiguring my Hansard^s page. 
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When Sir William flings about the chestnuts 
mealy 
He has gathered from the old New Forest trees, 
When I hear the boisterous badinage that Healy 

Produces with such affluence and ease, 
When I hearken unto Dr. Tanner freely 
And offensively indulging in his say, 
How I miss the style antique, 
Decked with Latin and with Greek, 
Which adorned the days, alas, long passed 
away. 
In my Hansardj in my Hansard, 
There are sorrows that e'en tears can not assuage ; 
Will ever fate permit 
Once again a Httle wit 
To gUmmer on my Hansard^ s page ? 
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LAUS AND MOTHER-IN-LAWS. 



Damon. 

COME, sit beneath yon spreading tree, 
And rail at fate along with me. 



CORYDON. 

Na^, Damon, rather will I raise 
My voice in hymns and songs of praise. 
Why on so glad a day as this. 
When naught appears to me amiss, 
Shouldst thou all wan and weeping go, 
Thy brow enwrapt in clouds of woe ? 
Come, join my jocund roundelay. 
For all the world is gay to-day ! 
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:aus and mother-in-laws, 

Damon. 

:anst thou bid me laugh and sing 
all the days new sorrows bring ; 
those to whom I gave my vote 
ven as the giddy goat — ^ 

Lit a Bill to ease my pain, 

push it in again ; 

little wars at their sweet will, 
lake another pay the bill ; 
enerally act as though 
suffered from a vertigo ? 
t me sit and weep because 
ise who frame my country's laws. 

CORYDON. 

boots it, shepherd, thus to wail 

3II the oft-repeated tale 

tnen may do their honest best, 

3 no better than the rest ? 

t the foolish Commons go, 

rieve for their shortcomings so. 

ith what strength thy frame affords 

1 Heaven for a House of Lords 
[1 passes, faithful to us still, 
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The great Deceased Wife's Sister Bill. 
Though Commons' measures die and rot 
The House of Peers forsakes us not. 



Damon. 

How does thy Bill affect my Hfe ? 
Thou know'st I never had a wife ; 
And had I one, it well might be 
I should not live as long as she ; 
And did I live to see her die, 
There might not be a sister by ; 
And if there were, she might not prove 
The sort of woman I could love. 
Thy wondrous Bill brings no relief 
Unto my all-absorbing grief. 

CORYDON. 

Oh, Damon, blessed is thy fate. 
Unhampered by the wedded state ! 
But 'tis a lot that may befall 
The best and wisest of us all. 
E'en thou may'st fall into the noose 
And find it hard to set thee loose ; 
And even should thy wife decease, 
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After a spell of blissful peace, 
Perchance thou mayest wish again 
To bow thy being to the chain. 
'Tis then, ah, then ! thy soul will fill 
With gratitude for this blest Bill. 
A mothV-in-law^s the awful lot 
Of most who tie the fateful knot, 
And truly, Damon, thou wouldst rue 
The day when thou acquiredst two. 
But our benignant House of Lords 
To thee and such as thee accords 
That, though thou mayest marry twice. 
One such relation shall suffice ; 
So may'st thou bear one ill alone. 
Nor fly to others all unknown. 
Let not the Commons move thy tears : 
Thank Heaven for a House of Peers ! 
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POETRY AND POLITICS. 

(Lord Crewe, at the Authors' Club, expressed a hope that 
Poetry would not obtrude itself into English Politics.) 

HOW comes your Lordship in this fix ? 
How can you fail to understand 
That Poetry and Pblitics 

May make their journey hand in hand ? 
One would have thought the Lord of Crewe^ 
With gladness rather than compunction, 
Would have been predisposed to view 
The slightest prospect of a junction. 

When Asquith once expressed a wish 
The House might have its Music Hour, 
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You did not seem inclined to " dish " 
This chance of humanising pow'r ; 

Then why should you severely jump 
Upon a similar idea, 

And cause a devastating slump 
In our Poetic Panacea ? 



What sweet results were we to say 

Petitioners' perennial flow 
Must take the form of Virelai, 

Of Chant Royal or of Rondeau ! 
How soft the air of Palace Yard, 

The Lobby how benignly calmer, 
Were every Premier a bard, 

Each Chancellor a Roundel (1) Palmer ! 



How grand were those who sapient hints 

Throughout the daily Press disperse. 
To brave the Chronic's misprints 

And write, like Meredith, in verse ; 
If all who dote on crossing T's 

And taking Fs and putting dots on, 
Should air their varied grievances 

In sonnet form like William Watson ! 
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Why should not he whose bosom swells 

At Rhodes and those whom he, abets 
Brand villainy in Villanelles 

And talk of trials in Triolets ? 
Let those who back, whatever come, 

Deceased Wife's Sister Bill-and-cooing 
With loud Epithalamium 

Opponents* adder-ears be wooing. 



Sir Wilfrid's verse, the wide world knows. 

Would even scare ApoUyon ; 
We should prefer to con his prose 

Than his poetic pros or con ; 
But can your Lordship think that when 

The House maintains an All-night Sitting, 
" Songs after Sunrise " from the pen 

Of Swinburne would be ill-fitting ? 



Let Harcourt, like the new Comhill, 
Ifi " Malwood Eclogues " raise his voice ; 

Let Lecky show that ha can still 
Despond in verse and eke rejoice. 

The House would be a pleasant place 
For men to be confined and cribbed in, 
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Were Cap*n Bowles to state his case 
In roystering stanzas a la Dibdin. 

Confess, my Lord, that you were mad 

To make that after-dinner speech, 
And so abuse the chance you had 

Some wholesome principles to teach ; 
Own that the Parliamentary air 

Would be immeasurably sweeter 
Were all the " gas '* expended there 

Kept well in order by a metre. 
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THE MOTHER OF PARLIAMENTS. 

WHO flaunted many a bulky Bill 
To ease each ache and cure each ill, 
And leaves a Nation aiUng still ? 
That Mother. 

Who came, like March, in lion's guise, 
And now before the country's eyes 
Goes out distinctly lambkin-wise ? 
That Mother. 

Who fills long-suffering Hansard's page 
With vain and varied verbiage. 
Nor thinks one sorrow to assuage ? 
That Mother. 
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Who has of children such a crew 
That, like the lady in the shoe, 
She knows not what on earth to do ? 
That Mother. 



Who sits up all the live-long night 
And yet has failed to expedite 
Her business when the sun is bright ? 
That Mother. 

Who gave the energetic Whip 
What Idiom designates " the sHp," 
And went upon a wedding trip ? 
Tl^at Mother. 

Who cries " Divide ! " at Tommy Bowles 
When his impetuous period rolls, 
And both his eyeballs glow Hke coals ? 
That Mother. 

Who fails to melt in Carson*s heat, 
And treats him with contempt complete. 
And drives him forth into the street ? 
That Mother. 
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Who has defied in word and deed 
Her Leader in the hour of need, 
Then says that Leader cannot lead ? 
That Mother. 

When Carson says what She has said, 
That Balfour has not wisely led. 
Who plants her wreath on Balfour's head ? 
That Mother. ' 

Who, with the calm of Alan Breck, 
Indulges in a costly " spec," 
And calls on India for a cheque ? 
That Mother. 

Whose business now is " all behind " ? 
Whose policy is undefined ? 
Who never seems to know her mind ? 
That Mother. 

Who fears not all our hopes to douse 
By calmly shutting up her House 
And going off in search of grouse. 
That Mother. 
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Whom, when from work she shall desist, 
Shall we write large upon the list 
Of those who *' never will be missed " ? 
That Mother. 
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D. T. FABULA. 

HOW shall we honour our Queen, 
When the record for reigning is won ? 
How shall we show 
That the high and the low 
Appreciate all She has done, 
When Her sixty long years shall have run ? 

How shall we honour our Queen, 
Whose virtues no man controverts ? 

Cries his Lordship of Braye, 

"A Bank Holiday, 
With its cocoanuts, donkeys, and squirts 
Would most fitly acclaim Her deserts ! " 
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How shall we honour our Queen, 
Who has ruled with so gentle a hand ? 
Cries the Irish M.P., 
" Hand us over the key 
Of the prison enclosing the band 
Of traitors who troubled Her land ! " 

How shall we honour our Queen, 
And the air with her praises fulfil ? 

The leonine staff 

Of the loud Telegraph 
Quick sharpen the gander-grown quill 
To herald their countrymen's will, 

How shall we honour our Queen ? 
In reply to the Telegraph's calls 

Says a practical man, 

" Pve a practical plan 
Which fairly and fully enthralls — 
Let us gild the big dome of St. Paul's." 

How shall we honour our Queen ? 

In terms which are aptly concise. 
One genius claims 
We should alter the names 
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Of our Colonies all in a trice — 
A sagacious piece of advice. 



How shall we honour our Queen ? 
The answers come fast and come thick ; 

While one suggests pensions 

Of gorgeous dimensions 
For all who are hard-up or sick, 
Another cries, " Codify quick " ! 

How shall we honour our Queen ? 

" Let us finish the Church House ! " one cries. 

While another enjoins 

Us to alter our coins, 
And another our stamps to revise, 
And another our water-supplies. 



How shall we honour our Queen ? 

No end to the urgent appeals 
For wholesale gratuities. 
Widespread annuities. 

Free theatres, medals, and meals. 

New stations and Hotel-de-Villes. 
Ill 
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How shall we honour our Queen ? 

We suggest, with, we hope, no offence, 
We might honour her reign 
With attempts to refrain 

From attacks upon sound common-sense 

In columns of folly prepense. 
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SLING the ink, as doth the cuttle ! 
Loudly tell the Scoot and Scuttle 
Of the pawky 
Talky-talky 
Entities called " legislators," 

Called by process lucus a non, 
Having worked with might and main on 
Welding an imyielding chain on 
Those who would be law-creators. 



Turn Big Ben's proclaiming light out ! 
It has often seen the night out, 
"3 
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Heard men " go it " 
Down below it 
ist as if Mankind depended 
For its actual existence 
On the pestilent persistence 
Of their organised resistance ; 
urn it out — ^its task is ended. 



aul ye down the Royal Standard ! 
has waved while talk meandered 
In a trickle 
Faint and fickle 
hrough the Council of the Nation, 

Where those minds of vast dimension 
Focussed their entire attention 
On ridiculous dissension ; 
aul it from its lofty station. 



arewell, Cap'n Bowles, we hope, sir, 
ou have had sufficient rope, sir. 

We can spare you, 

And, where'er you 
o, we dearly hope you'll stay there. 
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Fare thee well, intense Sir Ellis, 
Get thee unto distant Helles- 
pont ; the genial infidel is 
Sure to let you have your say there. 



Fare thee well, egregious Whiteley, 
You have shown the sight unsightly 
Of a Tory 
Seeking glory 
In discomfiting his leaders. 

Farewell, ruined Irish Peerage, 
In this cruel, insincere age 
You must go third-class and steerage, 
Fin-de-siecle Runnymeders. 

Fare thee well, illustrious Cranborne 
(Never was a greater man born). 
Lord Hugh Cecil, 
Chosen vessel 
For the Church's lofty mission. 

Brethren filled with far from gentle 
But extremely transcendental 
Feelings for ideas parental. 
Plot ye plans of opposition. 
"5 
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Fare thee well, infuriate Carson, 
Breathing threats of blood and arson 
On the traitor- 
Confiscator 
Who ignores your indignation ; 

Fare thee well, fire-eating Colonel, 
Go and brew some more nocturnal 
Gibes for those whose arts infernal 
Call for righteous reprobation. 

Hark ! the dismal-fated grouse's 
Call allures those squabbling Houses ; 
Shall we stay them 
Or delay them 
In the very act of starting ? 

Rather let us be Hip-Hippers, 
Let us shower rice and sUppers 
On these caught-a-tripping trippers. 
Let us gladly speed the parting ! 
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Grinder, who serenely grindest, 

Didst thou ever stop to think 
How Fate is very often kindest 

When she looks as black as ink ? 

Can it be thy metal " oat " is 

Plied so oft and plied so fast 
That thou hast no time to notice 

What a while the threatened last ? 

Five long years have flown since Stephen- 
Gentle J. K. S.— on thee 

Wrote his lines one April even, 
Wrote them for the P. M. G. 
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Warned thee very gravely, oh, be- 

Ware of a pernicious Bill 
Promulgated by Jacoby, 

Backed by Mr. Staveley-Hill. 

Yet in spite of Stephen's lyrics. 
Still thou grindest night and noon ; 

Spite St Stephen's grave empirics, 
Still thou grindest out of time ! 

Where the sick are tired and tossy, 
Where there's fever or fatigue. 

There thou art with Bucalossi, 
Sulhvan, and even Grieg. 

Where there is a patient holden 
In the torture of the rack, 

There thou turnest out " Her goldei 
Hair was hanging down her back 

Where the penman chafes to get so 
Little forward on his way. 

With Mascagni's Intermezzo 
Thou wilt come — and thou wilt si 
ii8 
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Is thy heart as dead j^s mutton 
Qust as living's us^d to be), 

That thou carest not a button 

For the maddened suff 'rer's plea ? 

Yet permit me, " grinsome " grinder, 
(Calverley devised the word) 

Just to proffer one reminder — 
James Jacoby's not interred ! 

No, he is alive and kicking 

As he was in '91, 
Energetically sticking 

To the task he has begun. 

Men who pay their rates and taxes 
Write long letters to the Times ; 

Each anonymously waxes 
Eloquent upon thy crimes. 

From each dim and distant " subbub " 
Comes the worn-out worker's wail, 

Telling how thy horrid hubbub 
Riles the bread-providing male. 
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Stern-faced men are joined together, 

Sworn to give it to thee hot, 
Sworn to extirpate thee, whether 

Thou art willing or art not 

Meanwhile, grinder, go on grinding 
Though the Bill be "bravely backed," 

Nuisances need no reminding 
That a Bill is not an Act. 
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